



J. vc Jtnijionzr 

The very bottomc and die foukof hope*^. 

The very lift, the very vtmoft bound. 

Of all our fortunes*. 

Doug* Fsdth,andfow« fhould. 

Where now remaines afweet reuerfion. 

We may. boldly Jpcnd, vpon the hope, of.wliatt'is Co corner 
A comfort of retirement hues in this. 

Mot* A randeupus, a home to flie vnto. 

If that the Dmelland rmfehance looke big 
Vpon the maiden-head of our affaires. 

tV°r. But .yet Iwould your father had binhcrei ; 

The qualitie and hairc of our attempt. 

Brookes no diuifion, itwill.be thought. 

By fome, that know not. why lie is awavy 
Thatwifedome, loy.altie, and meercdiilikc 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence* 

And tluuke, howfuch anapprehenfion 
May turne the tide of fearefullfaftion, 

And brec d a kind of quertion ;in our caufe: 

For, well you know, we of the oftring fide 5 % 

Hull kcepc alcofe from drift arbitrement. 

And ftop'all fight-holes, eueryloope, from whence*.- 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs. . 

Thisabfence of your fathers drawes a curtamc, ; 

That fhewes the ignorant, a kind of fearc 
Before not dreamt of*.. 

Hot . Y ou ftrainc too far# 

I rather of his abfencc make this-v.fe, 

Itlendsaluftre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to our great enterprife. 

Then if the Earle were here : for men muft tliinkc, 

If we without his helpe can make a head 
To pulh againft akmgdome*.with hislielpc 
W e fhall or’eturne it, topfie turuy downe, 

Yet all goes well, yetallourioynts are whole. 

Dong. As heart can thinke, there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this tearme of reare# 

Enter- Sir fc. Vernon*. 

Hot 



lllllll 


10 


20 


30 


40 


50 


60 


70 



90 


100 



110 


120 130 


140 


151 



of Hetty the fourth. 

Hot. My coofcn Vernon, welcome by tny’foiJe. 

Vcr Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Iord f 
The Earle of Weftmcrland, feuen dioufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince lohn. 

Hot* N o harme, what more? 

Ver* A nd further I haue learnd. 

The King himfelfe imperfon is fet forth* 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily. 

With ftrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot . Heftialbe wclcometoo: where is his fonne$ 

The nimble footed madcap, Prince of W ales* 

And his Cumrades, that daft the world afide. 

And bidftpafle? 

Ver . All furmfht, allin Armes: 

A 11 plumde like Eftridgcs, that with the wind 
Baitedlike Eagleshauing lately bach’d, 

Glittering in golden coats like images, 

As full of fpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the funne at Midfomcr^ 

Wanton as youtlifull goates, wild as young buls£ 

I faw young Harry with Ins beuer on. 

His cufhes on his thighs, gallantly armde, 

R ifc from the ground like feathered M crcuryy 
And vaulted w ith fuch cafe into his feat , 

As-if an Angel dropt downe from the clouds* 

To turne and wind a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world with noble horfemanfhip. 

Hot. No more, no more, worfe then the fun in March^ 

Tliis praife doth nourifh agues , let them come, 

T hey come like facrificcs in their trim, 

A nd to the fire-cy d maid of fmoky war. 

All hot and bleeding will we offer them: 

The mailed Mars fhall on his altars fit 
Vptothe eares in bloud# I am on fire 
To heare this rich reprizallis fo nigh, 

And yet not ours: Come, let me tafle my horfe* 

Who is to beareme like a thunderbolt, 

Againft the bofome of the Prince of Wales, 

* — u * am 
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